. b . 
“ ET OOO TEST. . n 


VICTORY 


Sir Richard S, 


On occaſion . Late Great 


: I» 


H Bl. ae! Why d oft thou ahve refuſe 


To grace Ramillia * ith thy noble Muſe, 


- Where vu Valour urg d by CHURCHILL on, 
8 Has all that w ent before, and has i it ſelf out-done ? * 
How canſt thou anſwer to th * ſelf and Fame 
5 e like eee g 


Or, dot thou fill for the Great W1 LLI A M grier e, 


Tho- he will ever in thy Arthur live! E 
- Or, is One Poet to One Heroe due, 5 


Ti {UGUSTVUS Virgil, and to WILL IA Tou? 


or, 15 this Age not worthy of thy Care, . 
That did not thy Illuſtrious Arthur ſpare ? 


Grieve not for Hin whom thou haſt deathief made 


Whole Laurels, like thy own, will never fade: 


Thy Artful Hand, and thy Harmonious Pen 


| Can Mea immortal make, and live agen. 


*Tis true, BRIT 4 NNIA Ks of Him berctr, 


But He his Mantle has to ANNA 1 


. 


Kr. 


BRABANT. 


Wo 


1 


Who doubly with his ſpigit i bien, has done 


All chat he boy and more —and has ev'n * our-run. 


— 


So ». aſt; a Genius 900 iq large a Mind 
Can never to One Here K eaafid. 
In AV Ys Reign thou haſt ELIZ As gract, 
The Pre ent Ae out-ſhining far Kae Paſt 
| For, whatcer Fame to Her advigrage rells, 
The Cop the Original excels. = 
IHE Thou and thy Great Arthar were condema'd, | 
It was not Thou but Vi irtue was contemn'd ; 


Whoſe Cauſe thou nobly foughr'ſt, and diſt maintain: 
Opposd * Sworn C Confederates | in vain. 


Rouse then — and reaſſume thy runeful Lyre: 
Thi CHUCHILL—Ths thy COUNTRY does require. 
What if Ten Thouſand Sick thy Abſence grieve | ? 
Let em grieve on, o CHURCHILL ever hre. 


Hi Fae to Vulgar Lives ſhou'd be prefer'd | 
of the Ignoble ue Herd. 


Lie, & in Duty bound, has ſomewhat ſaid ; 
But He his Office not his Muſe obey'd. 


But Prior does in Spencer's Style endite, 
With the ſame ſpirit chat the Engliſh Fight. 
Thought ſo ſublime, Expreſſion ſo correct 
Ever more Honour, than they give, reflect. 


GE Thou know'ſt i it beſt- 


<3), 


| For tho? his Hoe to che Stars be a, 


"I's nobker lo to pr aſe, than to be ol 'd. wat” | 
3 


* 


Some Mixor Poets too have done ie the bel 9 
Tho? mall their Skill, yet 2 good ils cxpret. 


> 
De toe, as ever, Execrabl bad,” 
ow 


Throw $ out a Haſty Poem, ; 98 | like Mad. 
"Twas the firit-born, and wel IT 
T ho” not One 1 aſſiſted at irs bich. 


in our Mirth, 


Some more, below the FREY of. V, ſe, 
10 Hort- ld Lines wou'd glorious Deeds rehearke. 


Oh give us a true h ol Wit, 
— Thou Maſter art of it. 
Do thou exert thy fel, and let us ſee . 
A Poem worthy CHURC HILL, worthy Thee, 
Thy Muſe, like the fam'd Beauty of a Town, 


If ſcen abroad, the day i 1s all her OWN. 
Each Puny- Wit draws back, and hides his Head, 


And does inimitable Patterns dread. 


Do you but Write, and All will flent be : : 

For what Bold Man will dare to follow thee 

Do you Rawilid's Bloody Plains deſcribe, 5 
You Diſtance trait the whole Poetic Tribe. 
Praiſe is the Molt to which rhe Beſt pretend; 

But Wonder and Surpriæe thy Works attend. 


